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"I have news of Vavasour/' whispered he. "I
have a letter from him. Bowie, order me a car
instantly for Bangor. I am off to London, Claude.
You and Bowie will take care of my things, and send
them after me."

" Major Cawmill has only to command," said Bowie,
and vanished down the stairs.

" Now, Claude, quick; read that and counsel me.
T ought to ask Scoutbush's opinion; but the poor dear
fellow is out, you see."

Claude read the note written at Bangor.

" Fight him I will not! I detest the notion: a
soldier should never fight a duel. His life is the
Queen's, and not his own. And yet if the honour of
the family has been compromised by my folly, I must
pay the penalty, if Scoutbush thinks it proper."

So said Campbell, who, in the over-sensitiveness
of his conscience, had actually worked himself round
during the past night into this new fancy, as a chival-
rous act of utter self-abasement. The proud self-
possession of the man was gone, and nothing but self-
distrust and shame remained.

" In the name of all wit and wisdom, what is the
meaning of all this?"

"You do not know, then, what passed last
night 1"

" I"? I can only guess that Yavasour has had one
of his rages."

"Then you must know," said Campbell with an
effort; " for you must explain all to Scoutbush when